Ramadban

tinguish faces; die murmuring figures glide by like flowing
water, paying scant attention to the anomaly of a European
in their midst at this late hour. The extraordinary unity
of Islam comes over me. These crowds are moving
through all the cities of the East: from Morocco to Afghan-
istan, from Turkey to India and Java, they walk abroad
through the nights of the Fast. In their shadows they are
dim and unreal, less clear to the eye of the imagination
than that Arabian Merchant who first set them in motion
twelve centuries ago.

How firmly he pressed his finger into the clay of the
world! So that these sheeplike figures still obey, moving
hither and thither in the night; and make one think, mar-
velling at its range of mediocrity and splendour, of the
power of the mind and will of man.
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